SELECTIONS IN ENGLISH POETRY
Smote 'mid the rocks the lichen-bearded pines,
And burst their roots, while to their tops the Gods
Made fast the woven ropes, and haled them down,        400
And lopp'd their boughs, and clove them on the sward.
And bound the logs behind their steeds to draw,
And drave them homeward; and the snorting steeds
Went   straining   through   the   crackling   brushwood
down,
And by the darkling forest-paths the Gods                      405
Follow*d,  and on their shoulders carried boughs.
And they came out upon the plain, and pass'd
Asgard, and led their horses to the beach,
And loosed them of their loads on the seashore,
And ranged the wood in stacks by Balder's ship;         410
And every God went home to his own house.
But when the Gods were to the forest gone,
Hermod led Sleipner from Valhalla forth
And saddled him; before that, Sleipner brook'd
No meaner hand than Odin's on his mane,                   415
On his broad back no lesser rider bore;
Yet docile now he stood at Hermod's side.
Arching his neck, and glad to be bestrode,
Knowing the God they went to seek, how dear.
But Hermod mounted him, and sadly fared                   420
In silence up the dark untravell'd road
Which branches from the north of Heaven, and went
All day; and daylight waned, and night came on.
And all that night he rode, and journeyM so,
Nine days, nine nights, toward the northern ice,          425
Through valleys deep-engulph'd, by roaring streams.
And on the tenth morn he beheld the bridge
Which spans with golden arches GialPs stream,
And on the bridge a Damsel watching arm'd,
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